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Tracy: Hey neighbor

Matt: Hey, wassup

Tracy: You good?

Matt: Yah, you?

Tracy: Can't complain. You know who you talking to?

Matt: I have an idea.

Tracy: Make your guess.

Matt: The gal next door...??

Tracy: Great guess. How'd you know?

Matt: Luck, I guess.

Tracy: That’s a lie. Dude, did you already have my number?

Matt: Nop. The way you said 'hey, neighbor' sold you out.

Tracy: What? Could have been anybody, LOL. My brother for starters??

Matt: Your bro could never say som’ like that to me.

Tracy: Why not? He's also your neighbor.

Matt: He is, but he would never say that.

Tracy: Reason being?

Matt: It's girlish.

Tracy: Kkkkk ok, ok...you got me. It's me, Tracy.

Matt: I figured...

Tracy: I have to say, you're kinda cute.

Matt: That's a very unlikely opinion, but thank you.

Tracy: Why, I think you're also a very difficult person, aren't you?

Matt: Again, thank you.


Tracy: Ouch. Anyways, I just wanted to say hi. And perhaps if you're down for it, we could get to know each other.


Matt: Cool.


Tracy: And BTW, I don't usually get to see you around, and trust me when I say I get to see a lot of people around this part of the neighborhood.


Matt: Maybe we just miss each other.

MATT SWITCHED OFF his mobile data and put his cellphone away as he went to the bathroom to take a shower and prepare for work. As the water ran down on his body, he thought about the girl who had just hit his inbox and laughed. Tracy. Her name made him laugh more. He knew her and had heard stories about her, most of which were not good. She was his neighbor and his friend Tommy’s younger sister. Most of the elder people Matt knew seemed to resent the girl, so did some of her peers. Even Tommy always would complain about. From the first time Matt and his family came to stay in Mbizo two years back, that girl and controverse walked hand in hand. She was sixteen years old at that time. Matt and his two close friends, George and Munashe, would always laugh in mockery at Tracy and her friends whenever they came into view. They were young and foolish, the boys would say. The girls craved for attention, never staying indoors for long and would always dress up to catch boys’ attention. 

There were four of them, Tracy, Modesta, Takunda and Nobuhle. Nobuhle was very beautiful, the most beautiful of the four girls and she also dressed better than any of them. No flaw could be seen on her unless you looked carefully at her body, which, at that time, was chubby a little. What was charming about her was that she was not always available like the rest of the girls who always had reasons to be in the streets. Also, her home background was better than any of her friends'.

Takunda was also beautiful. She had a slim figure; a small waist and some curves could be seen when she wore something tight. The only flaw was her eyes which were so big you could spot them in entire darkness.

Modesta was what people call alright. She was pretty except for her body. She had very big breasts and a very flat behind.

Tracy was the least beautiful of the four girls. She also had a slim figure just like Takunda but had no curves at all. People argued that if it had not been for her bright home background, she would have been one of the ugly ones in the area.

Now they had grown up, Tracy and Nobuhle eighteen years old now while Modesta and Takunda were seventeen. All their beauty was now magnified in the same hierarchy. Nobuhle was still the goddess among the four friends though her body was still a bit chubby. Fortunately, people chose to ignore the way her body looked. Besides that, Nobuhle hid her chubby look with her fancy dressing. Now she was known as the 'Monument of the Hood.'

Takunda's looks now challenged Nobuhle. She looked very much like a young model. Hey big eyes had turned out to be the most beautiful part of her body and the way she always blinked them rapidly in a seductive way was breathtaking.

Modesta's very big breasts and a very flat behind was still the same. 

Tracy was still the least beautiful but much better than before. Her dressing was better and above all she had learnt to stay indoors rather than loitering in the streets like before. Now she had earned respect from the boys and was looked upon as one of the 'cool girls in the hood.'

Now that same girl had hit Matt's inbox with such a suggestion as getting to know each other better. Matt grinned at the thought. He had never talked with her before, or had he ever acknowledged her presence. Why now? What had given her the idea that he actually wanted to talk with her? Yes, she was acquainted with George and Munashe (who always ridiculed her later on), but Matt had never showed any interest in talking to the girl whatsoever. And he didn’t plan to do it right now, either.

George was no longer in the area or the country for that matter. It was now six months since Matt himself had returned to Kwekwe after he had spent the previous year in Harare finishing his degree in Mechanical Engineering at the University of Zimbabwe. Now he worked at Smart Industries where he worked a minimum of nine hours a day, a privilege he had not anticipated. His working shifts changed weekly so he had a lot of free time. Also, his weekends were free. 

This week he had been on night shift. He spent his days indoors either with friends playing video games, watching tv, or he would be alone doing the same things or sleeping. Sometimes he would go out with his friends, always making sure that he would be back home by four in the evening to prepare for work. Sometimes he would go out with the girl he was seeing, Mia; for example, yesterday he had taken her out for steak in town and had been almost late for work. Matt laughed when he thought about her. As he locked the doors and walked out of the gate, he remembered why he was laughing. It was funny because Mia was the one who had given Tracy Matt’s number and Tracy’s brother had given him Mia’s number.

It was just after 5:30 p.m., the air heavy with the scent of distant diesel. Matt used his usual way to work, cutting through the old railway service lane towards Smart Industries. The area was quiet at that hour, save for the occasional clank of metal from the mechanics. As he walked, something caught his eye—movement in the shadow of an abandoned storage shed.

He paused.

Five men were huddled in a semicircle, speaking in low, clipped tones. They didn’t see him, or if they did, they didn’t care. Matt instinctively ducked behind a pile of discarded palettes afraid that he might get robbed if the men saw him. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he got a clear look at their faces—one older man, sharply dressed in slacks and a safari
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